SUNDAY  MORNINGS

me.    It must have been about a year after that
arrived to hear the very unexpected news that
i was " upstairs resting," but would come down,
hy was he resting ?    He   had not been on a
cycle   for   twenty   years,   but   had  suddenly
ought he would like a ride, borrowed a machine,
id promptly pedalled it up a long hill.   Such
iterprises to him were not challenges to the
ttural course  of things:   all his movements
were springy, but above all the movements of his
spirit.    Some discretion, of course, he exercised ;
it is nine years since he last travelled to London.
But he did not, diurnally, find it easy to re-
member that his wiry small body was frailer than
it had been.

And how could he always remember, except
when (he wrote a curiously moving poem about
this) he looked at the deep wrinkles around the
eyes that were the windows of his eager mind ?
The world was still of inexhaustible interest to
him ; for all his love of gossiping about the past,
he was still curious about present and future, and
would discuss all manner of projects, whether for
preserving the world's peace or the amenities of
rural England, and still delighted to hear the
latest personal news from the town whose roar he
had left behind. He never grew satiated with
experience ; one of his latest poems was inspired
by the noise and the lights of a motor-car going
past his house at night; it would not surprise one
to find that he had left behind him poems about
television and the wireless, both as stimulating
to the poetic imagination, as capable of being
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